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- These poems were beamed into Outer Space via radio 
in 2021 


l. 


It's three in the morning 

I'm missing out on sleep 

gave UpPessseeNOW Sipping coffee 

I was just outside 

smoking a cigarette 

the stars looked so bright and clear 
Orion was overhead 

looking so close 


Nebula cloud 

garden of stars 

stars creating worlds 

world creating tribes 

tribes creating music 

music creating infinite soul 
infinite soul 

creating again and again 


KE 


- 12/7/2021 


2e 


Evening stars 

evening stars 

like little birds 

where are you 

chirping with your crystalline light 


soon to be 

soon to be 

soon the curtain will open 

soon the heavens will be unveiled 
once again 

once again 

but we know 

each time is a gem 


each time is a gem 
to look upon 
the Martian mountains godly 


tonight 
we can fill our chalices 


with moonlight 
and be drunk under the sea of stars 


EEE 
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Je 


It's getting cold tonight 

the stars are out 

I've got to go back 

to work tomorrow 

and that's a drag 

but the stars are out 

the stars are out 

my car is almost out of gas 
but I'll make it 

for that morning drive 

and the stars are out 

and I could never know 

all of their names 

there's some essence in this room 
that doesn't seem 

to fit into this reality 

but the stars are out 

that's enough for me 

and I'm growing old 

and am not thrilled about that 
growing older.....like everything else 
and I want to let loose 

with a wave of quick thoughts 
quicker than the wind 

and the orchids are beyond 

my sight for now 

but the stars are out 


KE 
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4e 


I myself 

wanting to be free 

as a light shining infinite 

I wanting to jump the precipice 

I wanting to dive into 

the Dead Sea of salt 

I admit that I was at fault 

for that lost love of teenage woe 


now those vines are growing 
over the old stone casbah 
where we once 

lit our minds on wines 


time is spilling sand 
upon the altar of the modern 


I cannot see who I even am 

I am one voice......one mind 

in a jungle of statues 

I never took the horoscopes seriously 


then one day 
I heard the stars speaking to me 
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5e 


Walking along the rails 

out under the Mesopotamian Sun 
down to that old Byzantine pier 
throwing bread crumbs 

into the garden of Poseidon 


waiting for thoughts 
to become jewels of stillness 
still....quiet reeds......nO swaying 


I remember walking down that avenue 
in my youth 
the street lights were like bright pearls 


ON MY WAYeeeeeFOing to see 

the Queen of my dreams 

in the bliss of innocent youth 
before heartache 


those were the nights 
my mind having epiphanies of love 


but its been a long time noOw..e...-2 Long time 
those nights are long gone 


I weep for them sometimes 
amidst all this false sincerity 
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6. 


This night 

starry.....cold 

a December night 

under celestial skies 

the time is coming soon 

to rest.....sleep 
abandonment of wants and woes 
thinking of days 

of snows....and blowing wind 
in the forest 

all those trees 

shrouded in white snowy radiance 
soon it'll be 

soon it'll be 

but not yet 

so I'll abandon thee 

this night in the world 
and head over to another 
in a dream 

an astral dream 

a true dream 

a blessed dream 


KE 
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Te 


Star clouds 

dream clouds 

dream garden of worlds 

where creation begets creation 
and all that Universe out there 
vVastnessS.....--Vastness 

and this is but one grain of sand 
in all of eternity 


Hello bright Moon 

high Moon 

My Moon 

always was my Moon 
companion in troubled times 
always there for me 

pouring down on me 

its celestial ancient light 


Hello Jupiter out there 

and Saturn to 

and pulsars pulsing the pulse 
the great cosmic pulse 
keeping time 

and bestowing out 

the great cosmic light 

across the night 


KE 
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8. 


Last night I had a dream 

of that old tropical island 

I once visited 

this was a dream of clarity 
real.e...e.On some astral plane 

I was there once again 

living in those moments once again 
that past time 

was given new breath once again 


once again 

I felt the spirit of a place in time 

it was as if the memories rhymed 

it was as if time was creating new time 


if was as if 

the dream was a wine 

the night was the vine 

dream giver in the ocean of time 


I was walking underneath 

all those palm trees 

my feet.....ewalking along the sand 
upon the land that was a dreamland 


I could see so clearly 

the blue sky......the blue ocean 

all of it was real 

from beyond this time 

from beyond this reflection of time 


KE 
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9. 


I was a fool once 

I thought that it actually existed 
the candle 

the light 

the love 


I believed in it 

I believed in it so much 

that I could have sworn 

that I felt its realness 
touching my flesh 

like the cold wind of destiny 


but I was deceived by the coldness 
it withered all of the flowers 
that surrounded me 


I was deceived 

I was deceived 
because I was a fool 
a fool who was fooled 


none of it would last forever for me 
when that was what I really wanted 


the candle 
the light 


the love 
to be eternal 


KE 
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10. 


Rainy December night 

here in South Jersey 

the raindrops glistening 

in the glow of the streetlights 


what's going on 
out there in the world 
light and sound 
light and sound 


people living 
passing the time in the world 


I see the cars passing by 
everyone's got a destination 


and the rain falls 

and perhaps tomorrow 

the trees will grow a little taller 
climbing towards 

the emerald alchemical Sun 


KE 
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ll. 


Tonight this herb 

has got me flying 

mystical visions of....you name it 
old Prague of alchemy days 

old London of old foggy days 

old emerald city in the emerald dawn 
lion SuNneceewee-raven Moon 

philosophies of the mind 

coming in and out of windows 


all this time 
is a river of the great elixir 


vast forest of mushrooms 
clocks of deeper symbolism 


KE 
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12. 


Damn insomnia 
another night.....not much luck 
falling asleep 


been like this all week 

damn insomnia 

staring at walls 

hearing the silence 

literally hearing the silence 
tempted to make some coffee 
but if I do 

all hope for sleep is lost 


sleep is hope 
hope is sleep 


dreams are windows 
gateways to that..... 
other-side world 


trying to get there 

but the silence 

just keeps getting louder 
a deafening despair 


KEE 
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13. 


Just watching 

that old candle flicker 

thinking about 

all of the illusions......the mirages 
that I went to grasp 

and that disappeared on me 


the Sun is bright 

and is now rising over 

the kingdom of the streets 
of the vibe 


the azure blue sky 
where the angels sigh 


give me a new philosophy 
and I'll make it into 
a golden one 


the instruments 
the crucible 
the cauldron 
turning thought 


into coveted mineral 
turning dream into philosophy elixir 


KE 
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14. 


It's nighttime again 
Sunday night 

the stars are out 

the Moon is out 

and I'm just here 
waiting on an epiphany 


out there in the world 

I see all those people going about 
and sometimes.....just sometimes 
they look up at the stars 

just like me 

and wondeLeeeeeeeand wonder 


that great big ocean 
full of night 
full of light 


tonight I'll be sending my dreams to you 


and here we go now 
was that the hooting of an owl 
a raven speaking sonnets 


that moonlight glare 
the infinite in the air 


all those bright 
hydrogen candles 
shining down radiance 
on the poets 

of distant worlds 


KE 
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15. 


Waiting....waiting 
on that old Moon 
to sail on by 


sitting here in my room 
my thoughts floating out 
into the big cosmic sea 
where darkness and light 
embrace like flowers 


and I'Messscee 

I'm searching for tranquility 
the tranquil nature of things 
like the surface of the Moon 


stillness......dust 
timelessness 


everything is awaiting something 
everything is awaiting nothing 


the birds will fly again tomorrow 
yet the birds will not fly again tonight 


EEE 
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16. 


Ti me ecoeeti MC eoeee ti me 
friend.....harlequin.....esoothsayers 
giving me joy 

Ziving me grief 

time.....you scatter all my 

sacred midnight devotions 


can they hear it 
that old radio 
spirit of an age 


time.....you holy 
sacred wisdom tree divine 


Time I'm under 

your glowing light 

radiant electric lamp 

all that knowledge.....wisdom 
nirvana 

nirvana 

nirvana 


out there 
in the small town streets 


EEE 
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lT. 


What's there to do 

lonely night 

plateau of solitude 

what's there to do 

with all of this time 

in slow motion 

what's there to do 

when the dreams won't reveal themselves 
what's there to do 

at the edge of the night 


what's there to do 
but to invite the stars 
to give you solace 


what's there to do 
but open your eyes 
and see the nebula 


what's there to do 
but drift away 
into the universe’s aura 


EEE 
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18. 


Wishing for the night 
to reveal its many 
celestial palaces of starlight 


and I'm looking upwards 
hoping to see 
that big old galaxy shining 


whether it be calling to me 
or calling to you 


I want to see that big old Milky Way 
blazing 


radiant 
illuminating the eyes and the soul 


KE 
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19. 


Sometimes 

my own subconscious mind 
annoys the hell out of me 
it holds on to old 

full of thorns memories 
that my conscious mind 
would have long ago 

sent to the pyre 


sometimes 

my own subconscious mind 
is a traitor 

selling me out 

to the adversaries 

of peace and love 


sometimes it likes to break my heart 
reminding me 

that sometimes love is an illusion 
that it's doomed 

that the Sun shall be eclipsed 

and that darkness shall be cast 

down upon the valley 


EEE 
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20. 


Listening to that tune 
that no tune 

the night tune 

of night without sound 


and downtown 

all that electricity is buzzing 
filling dining rooms with light 
revealing the sight 

of American visions 

the modern era is in such motion 
but here I do without the commotion 
that melody 

of the silent soft night 


here in the light of the lamp 

that illuminates the scrolls 

that foretold 

the awakening of the heart and mind 
in this little room of simplicity 


here in the sacredness of silence 
all of that moonlight 
is like a divine candle 


O' that jazzy radiance 
that celestial philosophy 


touching the flesh 
touching the spirit 


KEE 
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2l. 


I'm listening 

I'm listening 

to that telepathic mantra 
from the Universe 


listening 
listening 
to the rađio of the galactic soul 


I'm listening 
for the voices of distant dreamers 


dreaming of the vastness 
of the brightness of the stars 


looking to the endlessness 
to the possibilities of what may be 


calling out to you 

so that some spirit light 
may shine upon some flowers 
ina distant desert garden 


was it in that little corner 
of all things 

CL MC coceeeESSENCCeeeeeAll being 
that two souls 

dreamt of one harmony 


KE 
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22. 


Following the awakening 

my mind was a tempest in the sea 

old high school memories 

of love and heartbreak 

that had been asleep 

in the catacombs of my subconscious 
were resurrected 

and came walking on through 

the gates to the higher mind and soul 


is this a purging 
a healinSeeeeewea reconciliation 
a dark night of the soul 


let them g0.....let them go 
ashes given to the sky 
the wind and time 

will always separate us 


I will go on 
being someone new 
different secccccceeWiSer 


KE 
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256 


Walked out onto the balcony 
this morning with coffee 

to see the brightest Moon 
in the sky of dawn 


walked out to see the tapestry 

where visions are weaved 

walked out to see if I could 

hear the ocean breathe 

walked out into the vastness of existence 


here I must tell you something 
that is already forgotten 
something that has already set sail 
for the Sun's Valhalla of fire 


I can still see them 
the faded visions 

I can still feel them 
the faded loves 


as unseen above 
you know there are always stars 


there are always stars 


KEE 
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24. 


I used to have visions 
of a girl in a desert 


I used to drink a lot of beer 
to numb the mind 
from jagged thoughts 


I used to look up at night 
and give a part of myself to the Moon 


sacred lunar devotion 

to me .....tO my yearning 

to find visions......to find truth 
Ni ZH tecccce 

you will find me 

where you've always found me 


in that garden 
where the flowers breathe......awakening 


KE 
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25. 


Haunted by old memories tonight 
the kind that just won't go away 
the perfect invention 

would be to erase 

any memory you want 

wouldn't that be bliss 


hopefully someday 


such a bliss will exist 
in this world of broken hearts 


KE 
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26. 


This night seems void of dreams 

one of those 

Vast... -duUuStyYeocseeWindy...expanses 

of consciousness 

a plateau of memories 

mostly frozen 

what can you do 

but wait......wait for the warmth of the Sun 


yet. in other ways 
tonight is a house of mirrors 
a house of illusions 


tonight is the vast 
resurrection of thought 
LOVC cosseespain 

thor nSeccoeef lowers 


tonight these feelings are 
tossed about upon waves 
of a mind in tempest 


tonight the wind 

the fierce wind 

is full of voices 

just stop for a moment 
and envision that 


KE 
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27. 


Sitting hear 

waiting for the trumpet blast of Judgement Day 
looking to the sky 

expecting to see angels 

the holy and the fallen 

while down there on the streets 

the cars and trucks go by 

people need to get going places 
deadlines must be met 

can't let something like the Apocalypse 
slow you down 


must keep moving 

out there to the beat 

of all those drums 

to the tunes of all those radios 


sitting here 
absorbing the essence 
of the moving world 
and don't you know 


I'll light a candle tonight 
and reflect.cccccccand pray 


KE 
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28. 


Waking up 

and remembering my old self 
the old self of memory 

had many faults 

many imperfections 

but those times 

the feel of days 

the essence of those days 
such a powerful thing 

like epiphany after epiphany 


the bright radiance 
of those old sights.....sounds 
the spirit of it all 


Waking up 
I am endlessly waking up 


KE 
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29. 


Sitting here under gray December skies. Sitting here waiting 
for the universe to breathe this incense upon my spirit. 
Waiting here to see the Grecian God faces emerge from the 
wind. Long lonely afternoon. What am I waiting for, what am I 
hoping to find. My old sense of true love was blind, but now 
that it?s all been covered over by these vines. Time keeps 
erasing all of these things and rewriting them. My mind goes 
blank and then suddenly is filled with thoughts of orchids. I 
do not drink wine anymore but I drank it once and cried for 
all those pieces of my soul that I lost. Under this gray 
December sky. Under this gray December Sky looking for the 
lighthouse. Looking for that place where all these mirages 
come from. Looking for that place of creation of the living 
moment. Looking for that memory that’s been adrift for a 
thousand years. Looking for an end to all of this solitude. 
Looking for that fountain of youth, looking for that 
fountain of joy, looking for that fountain of second chances, 
looking for that old myth in the Everglades. Why am I still 
here waiting, waiting and wondering what lies beyond this 
desert. 


KE 
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30. 


Waiting on that transistor radio lunar mantra, prayer for 
the world, prayer for all living creatures, I have 
unwittingly walked into it again, that abode of shadows, that 
place where the soul pulls itself in all directions. Who am 
I, which reflection in the mirror, from which time in the past 
was I the truest self . My own self is a labyrinth, my own 
self is many fragments of many dreams, many of them broken. 
Yet some kind of gravity pulls me back together. So much is 
not what it really seems, it’s always morphing into different 
illusions. I carry with me through my life certain 
photographic memories. I carry with me the thorns of lost 
love. I carry with me the humility of experience. I carry with 
me everything that I’ve discovered to be true. I carry with 
me realizations that can never be absolute. I carry with me 
all that sunlight from sunrises so long ago. Yes, my thoughts 
are still wandering the universe, wandering throughout the 
totality of time. 


KE 
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31. 


I just want to shout out, call out, create everlasting echoes 
that go on and on towards someplace, towards someone, 
somewhere, somewhere that to me would seem like a dream. I 
want to put some of my spirit into my words and send them out 
to the stars. I breathe the air and it fills me with songs and 
visions of things of long ago. It fills me with hope that 
there’s something out there, some crystalline, shining 
radiant thing that last forever. I want to believe in cloud 
kingdoms with many mansions. I want to believe that the salt 
of the earth can raise up the sacred. I want climb beanstalks 
that touch the halos of stars. 


I walked out of bed this morning right into the haze of 
memory. I cannot see the bridge to the future, does it even 
exist. What awaits me in all this uncertainty, that’s what I 
want to know. It’s Wednesday night a little after six o’clock 
on the East Coast, the world is hustling and bustling all lit 
up with electricity and the pulse of civilization. I don’t 
know why, but I?m just feeling very adrift right now. I am 
drifting in between reflections and shadows. I was just 
outside smoking a cigarette and I was looking for the Moon 
but I couldn’t find it. That radiant moonlight always soothes 
my woes. What can I do to break off these old shackles. 
Wandering ..wandering in the desert of the mind. 
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Last night 

had a dream of forlorn love 
I woke up 

in the the darkness 
underneath the stars 
heartbroken 


what I wouldn't give 
for blissful forgetting 
sweet merciful forgetting 


won't some angel 
swoop down from Heaven 
and make me forget 


but it just goes on 
the dreams keep coming back 


the vivid visions 


of the balcony 
and the roses 


KE 


- 12/23/2021 


33-6 


The moonlight 

was falling on me 

like orchid light 

like Buddha light 
filling my soul 

with a blissful awareness 


the moonlight 

was the touch of a celestial dove 
I saw the horizon 

as the edge of eternity 


I saw steeples and temples 
and obelisk and pillars 
there at that line 

where the earth meets 

the ocean of stars 


I look now 
into a mirror that reveals 
the philosophical diamonds of the soul 


all things are immersed in cycles 
the Earth spins 

the wind howls 

the trees sways 

the wolves prowl 

in the enchanted mountains 
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- 12/23/2021 


36. 


I am here upon the Earth 
a lonely Christmas night 
feeling adrift 

but feeling determined 
to venture on 

on this journey of life 


so much is gone 

lost in the past 

yet so much is still to come 

and tonight 

I am waiting 

for the bright Christmas stars to shine 


the bright galaxy 
to sing with light 


if I listen carefully 
I can hear the angels sing 


KE 
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STe 


Solitary night 

the lamp glowing bright 
the books by my side 
stars up in the sky 

the Moon is up above 

I'm hoping to see the dove 


to see that dove 
flying through the moonlight 


candles burning 

with memories of love 

a gothic wind 

rushes in through the window 


a solitary night 
full of solitary stars 


though they may appear close together 
there are oceans of night between 


KE 
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38. 


This idealism 

burning like a candle 

bright like a super nova of thought 
am I like the moth 

gravitating towards this illumination 


sirens howling in the distance 
something's going on 

out there in the world 

of life and death 

of resurrection .....of eternity 


rose petals strewn across 
the lunar seas 


irises and orchids 
upon the rings of Saturn 
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39-6 


Another sleepless night 
caught up in the vines 
and the thorns of the past 
I look to you 

void of everlasting stars 
to free me from my despair 


the morning sky is gray 
and my thoughts are now 
like a calm sea 


I only hear a few birds 

singing now 

everything seeming tranquil 

Yet I know that the past 

the memories 

are still lurking near 

I pray for the day 

when sunlight returns 

and I am blessed with forgetting 
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40. 


These days I don’t know what to say. The right words always 
seem to materialize in the wrong atmosphere. Solitude can be 
like a tidal wave, the immensity of it. My dreams are not 
really dreams, they are realities from a different place. I go 
where I go, spilling out my thoughts into the ether. Hach 
night a new veil is lifted to reveal the stars. I walked down 
the streets of obscurity where time itself blends with the 
lamp light. 


EEE 
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4l. 


Gray skies over New Jersey 
this morning 

this morning 

December 27, 2021 

the year is coming to an end 
another awaits on the horizon 


a new year 
with new diamonds 

of bright possibility 

and shrouds of despair 
duality is like old man time 
it is everywhere 

and I'm alone here 

trying to untangle 

the past.......the present 

and the future in my mind 


I can see the vines growing 
devouring that old 
cathedral of life 

an ethereal reflection 


each night is a foretelling 
of other nights to follow 


each Full Moon 
is a sacred vision in the sky 
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42. 


The memories keep coming back 

the good ones.....the bad ones 
there's a massive leak 

in my subconscious 

the mind......that deeper mind 

what a labyrinth it can be 

a deep labyrinth 

I just want it quiet 

I want to drink from that fountain 
of everlasting forgetting 

to rid myself of the bad memories 

I don't need them anymore 

all the lessons have been learned 

I want it all gone 

but how do I let go 

is something wrong here 

these bad memories 

are cast over me like a dark shroud 
so I'm throwing them out there to the void 
out there .....far away from me 

in the infinite depths of space 
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43. 


Wandering through these 

ashen gardens 

half of everything is withering 
looking up at the pale moonlight 

a gush of feeling 

memories rising like embers 

from dwindling flames 

all of these thoughts 

turning into ripples in the pond 
the pond is a symbol 

of my place in time outside of time 
the time of being....in the here and now 
what I have come to believe in 

is never absolute 

it is as open to the sky 

as an ancient amphitheater 

and here I am now whistling tunes 
simply to create echoes 

that will disappear into the walls 
like something forgotten 

then remembered again within a mirage 
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44. 


The moon is up there somewhere being bright, radiant, casting 
its essence upon rooftops, through windows, filling places 
with that old mysterious lunar alchemy. And I’m here 
surrounded by the hustling, bustling world, the noisy world 
full of sounds, full of commotion. Yet within, within the 
soul there is so much solitude, but in this sore there is so 
much tranquility, for the moment. And I raise my chalice, I 
will raise my chalice up to the sky to catch some of that 
moonlight. I have always turned to the moon in times of 
despair and there have been many of those. This solitude is a 
garden through which I wander. This garden is both enchanting 
and terrifying. I know it so well but sometimes it seems like 
something, some unseen force wants to keep me there forever. 
It?s almost twilight and soon the stars will be out. Those 
distant crystals of fire that make us dream of eternity. Once 
again the shroud of night will fall over this world, it will 
fall over the cities, the towns, the deserts, the mountains, it 
will fall over the oceans. And the night will bring with it 
it?s legions of lost souls. The night is full of darkness but 
also of truth. 
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